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" Yes, Mr. Desert—what about it ? "
Desert's dark face contracted.
" It's an age of paradox," he said. " We all kick up for
freedom, and the only institutions gaining strength are
Socialism and the Roman Catholic Church. We're fright-
fully self-conscious about art—and the only art develop-
ment is the cinema. We're nuts on peace—and all we're
doing about it is to perfect poison gas."
Sir Lawrence glanced sideways at a young man so bitter.
" And how's publishing, Michael ? "
" Well, c Copper Coin ' is selling like hot cakes ; and
there's quite a movement in ' A Duet.' What about this
for a new ad. : ' A Duet, by Sir Lawrence Mont, Bart, The
most distinguished Conversation ever held between the
Dead.' That ought to get the psychic. Wilfrid suggested
* G.O.M. and Dizzy—broadcasted from Hell.' Wnich do
you like best ? "
They had come, however, to a policeman holding up his
hand against the nose of a van horse, so that everything
marked time. The engines of the cars whirred idly, their
drivers' faces set towards the space withheld from them ; a
girl on a bicycle looked vacantly about her, grasping the
back of the van, where a youth sat sideways with his legs
stretched out towards her. Sir Lawrence glanced again at
young Desert. A thin, pale-dark face, good-looking, but a
hitch in it, as if not properly timed ; nothing outre in dress
or manner, and yet socially at large; less vivacious than
that lively rascal, his own son, but as anchorless, and more
sceptical—might feel things pretty deeply, though! The
policeman lowered his arm.
" You were in tie war, Mr. Desert ? "
66 Oh, yes."
" Air service ? "
"And line.    Bit of both."

